2O4 taking place in the sky; the sun, which has become a ball
of fire, is now joined by the moon, and in the flood of
swiftly shifting harmonies created by the conjunction of
these two luminaries the ruins of Corinth glow and vi-
brate with supernatural beauty. Only one effect is with-
held—a sudden rain of starlight.
The'way back leads through another world, for in ad-
dition to the darkness therein a mist rising from the sea..
A string of tiny, twinkling lights marks the coast line
across the gulf where the mountains roll up peacefully
and somnolently. Corinth, new Corinth, is engulfed in a
cold sweat which penetrates to the bone.
Lo9king for a restaurant a little later we decide to take
a brisk walk through the town first. There is nothing to do
but follow one of the broad avenues leading nowhere,
It is Christmas Eve, but there is nothing here to indicate
; that any one is aware of it Approaching a lonely house lit
up by a smoky kerosene lamp we are suddenly arrested by
the queer strains of a flute. We hasten our steps and stand
in the middle of the wide street to take in the perform-
ance. The door of the house is open, revealing a room
filled with men listening to an uncouth figure playing
the flute. The man seems to be exalted by his own music,
a music such as I have never heard before and probably
never will again. It seems like sheer improvisation and,
unless his lungs give out, there promises to be no end to
it It is the music of the hills, the wild notes of the soli-
tary man armed with nothing but his instrument It is
the original music for which no notes have been written
and for which none is necessary. It is fierce, sad, obsessive,
yearning and defiant It is not for men's ears but for
.God's. It is a duet in which the otibfer instrument is silent
In the midst of the performance a man approaches us on ,
a bicycle, dismounts and doffing his hat inquires respect-
fully if we are strangers, if we had arrived perhaps just

